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Lat Det Ske 


Author's Notes: 

Where do | even start?! | know | haven't written in ages and I've actually left you guys with a cliffhanger 
because of an unfinished story, but this shall also be fixed. ANYWAY, this following fiction is based on a dream 
| had that | was lucky enough to remember the major details of and therefore, | must admit | was pretty 
excited by that dream, so | decided to put it into words as much as | can. | wouldn't usually write a "fan meets 
band hero" kind of story, but | made an exception for this one. I'm also not sure how canon this turned out to 


be, as | simply stuck to the dream. 


It turned out kinda long, but it somehow didn't seem worth it to be separated in 2 or 3 parts, nor did it seem 
natural. Also, title is a Svart song-Lat Det Ske, which in translation means "Let it happen". 


Nevermind all of this. As usual, feedback is mucho appreciado, and | hope you enjoy ) 
While Christian had long since turned his back on his past musical endeavours, he had suddenly found the 


inspiration to close this chapter of his life properly. He now had a new band he was more than happy with, but 


for some reason, there was always some reminder of his past days and an unease that came with this 


reminder - an unease that made him feel like his work is not yet done. So, he decided to do something to pull 
this unease out by its roots. He was going to make one last (and first for that matter, as he had never 


performed his solo project music live) show under the pseudonim of Draug. 


He knew exactly the people who should be by his side on the stage for this one. One of them was his old 
Shining band mate and good friend - Rainer Tuomikanto, and 3 more old band mates from the hundreds of 
bands he had played with. The summer was on the horizon, which meant that so were summer festivals. Said 
and done. That's where he was going to play, on a summer festival. He even ordered for limited edition 


merchandise to be made for the occasion, you know, one last cry, why not do it properly. 


As soon as everything was confirmed and planned, Christian announced the event, the lineup and all the details 
that he felt necessary. He decided he shouldn't perform under the name of his project Svart, but simply by 
his pseudonim Draug, as it held broader meaning to him - it was like burying his old-self. While he wasn’t as 
well known as he deserved, he still had his dedicated fans, who were more than surprised and happy about the 
news, even though this meant this was really the last chapter. Annika wasn't an exception from all the excited 
ones. She had been a fan for a long time and to her, this was equal to the Second Coming. There was one 
problem though - she didn't live too close to where the festival was to be held and.work.She mournfully 
accepted her faith that this would be just another dreamt-over event that she would miss.. 


Days passed by and the festival was approaching more and more. She hopefully checked on the tickets about a 
month before, out of pure curiousty, just to find that there were only 13 left. There was no way they would 
last, in case some absolute overturn of events happened and she would be able to go. Her heart got even 
heavier. She almost felt as if she was cursed to take her favorite music so much to heart that something like 
this would make her so sad. 


Only two weeks were left until the festival, but Annika couldn't take it anymore. She was still young and life is 
now. She couldn't miss something like that because of work. She could work something out, at least for the 
Draug concert. Her fingers worked as fast as her mind and the first thing she did was to look for tickets. 
Needless to say, the tickets from the official site of the festival were sold out, but there would surely be 
some people who sell their own tickets because of being unable to come or whatever reason they have to sell 
their tickets. She entered the page of the event and managed to get her hands on a ticket. She was excited out 
of this world. The next thing she did was to enter the event Christian himself had posted and comment 


"Fucking coming!" under it, as if to share her excitement with the rest of the fans. 


A little later when she checked her Facebook, she got a notification that someone had replied to her comment. 
"Thank you for your support J" - the comment said and it was written by none other, but Christian himself. 
Of course, that just added to her happiness. She had texted with him a couple of times before, telling him how 
much his music means to her, so she knew that he knows she exists and a reply to her comment wasn't 


something new, but she couldn't help the happy feeling. 


Finally, the time for the festival had come and Annika had set foot on the festival ground. It seemed unreal. A 
few months ago she wouldn't have believed it, as she couldn't have imagined that she would find the courage 


to actually have a good time and forget about work for a while. Walking around the festival grounds, she 


noticed some familiar faces around, so she stopped to have a chat before she headed to the merch area. She 
definitely had to buy a T-shirt, there was no way she was leaving with empty hands, so she got one and 


changed into it. Impatience had kicked in a long time ago and she couldn't take it anymore. 


Annika had taken a first row position already when the band before Draug was about to play, just to make 
sure no one would occupy the place she wanted. And that was front row. In the very middle. She tried to listen 


to the band, but she couldn't focus, she was too busy daydreaming about what she had come all this way for. 


The stage lights darkened. The fog crawled up on the stage and from it came out Christian and his fellow 
musicians under the dim spotlights. The crowd had already gathered and the show was ready to begin. The 
opening riff of "Genom f?rg?ngelsens dimmor" filled the silence and the crowd exploded It was on. Everybody 
was having a killer time, both the crowd and the musicians, there was beer being passed around among the 
crowd, as well as a couple of joints - things Annika couldn't resist, especially while having the time of her life, 


so she did end up mildly intoxicated, but sober enough not to forget a single second of the show. 


As the show went on, suddenly the time had come for the last song, which was "Suicidiums evinnerliga b?van", 


However, while they were in the middle of the song, Christian suddenly urged his musicians to stop playing. 


"Stop, stop, stop! We apologize, but we have run out of time and they're pulling the plug on us. We're very 
sorry. Thank you for your support throughout the years and thank you for coming! Hope you have a killer 
remaining of the festival!" Christian announced hurriedly and he was obviously pissed off. He pushed the 
microphone stand and they all walked off stage. Despite the inconvenience, the fans applauded louder than ever, 


their loud cheers escorting the musicians off stage with confidence and pride. 


It saddened everybody, naturally, because everybody wanted to hear the song until its very end, but it wasn't 
the musicians’ fault. Yet they would remember this show for the rest of their days, a minor inconvenience is 
nothing compared to what they had experienced. However, other than all the positive feelings lurking inside her, 
Annika felt some weight. As if she had taken Christian's disappointment personally. She could understand how 
much this show meant to him and how much of a let down this must have been to him, it was obvious by the 


sound of his voice. 


Annika didn't really anything have much better to do, other than to listen to a few more bands and then roam 
around for a while. She was hoping to stumble upon Christian somewhere around and tell him how much this 


show meant to her, in hopes of cheering him up and making him forget his disappointment. 


As the night went on and the bands were done playing, there were only drunk fans to be seen around and 
some dedicated fans that hoped to at least catch a glimpse of their favorite bands after the show. Annika had 
almost given up on her hopes of stumbling upon Christian, until she happened upon a more secluded, wooded 
area of the festival grounds, where she found him sitting on some chopped up trees and drinking beer. 
Excitement built up in her body, but she didn't know how to approach him. He looked as if he'd rather be left 
alone with his thoughts, but it was now or never. The girl approached shyly and carefully, not knowing how 
Christian might react. 


"Hey," Annika mutter shyly and awkwardly. 


"Hello there," Christian greeted back, his lack of mood heavily present in the sound of his voice, "I know you," 


he stated jokingly, after having exchanged a few lines with her now and then he was very aware who she was. 


"Yeah, | almost didn't come, because of work and distance, but hell, | couldn't have missed that. And | couldn't 


be happier that | made it" 


"Thank you very much for your support,” Christian said politely, but it came out as bitter, as he was stil 
burdened by the organisators' fuck up at the show. 


"I did love the show, Mr. Larsson, and so did everyone else. Nobody cares about what happened, it's none of 
your guys’ fault. | mean, sure, we would have loved to get the whole song just like every song before that, but 
we get it. This won't make us love your music any less," after a short silence, Annika had finally found the 
guts to start spewing out how she felt about the situation in hopes of making him feel better. 


"Yeah, but this was special to me, this whole show, it was my last goodbye as Draug, it all had to be good," 
Christian explained disappointedly, rubbing his face with his hands wearily. 


"I know, everybody knows and we appreciate that and we'll always remember it" 


"Now you definitely have something more to remember it by," Christian muttered bitterly. Annika could see he 


really takes it by heart, so she knelt in order to be at his eye level. 


"Look, Mr. Larsson, it's not a big deal, alright, nobody will judge you for something you have no fault for. 
Nobody is happy that this happened, sure, but in time people will remember it with a laugh, rather than as a 
negative aspect. What they will really remember and appreciate is just having the opportunity to be present at 
that show and the emotions it brought them. I'd tell you to forget about it now, but! do want you to 


remember that in time and | want you to remember it with a laugh, like a piece of history." 


"lIl really try, but right now I'm way too affected by it and | guess it's best | live through the disappointment 
first, so | can move on without it," Christian muttered with the tone of someone who's been defeated, "but 
thank you for the kind words, it's really nice of you." 

Annika stood there for a second, looking at him, thinking. She finally found the guts to make him the following 
offer: 


"How about a walk around the festival grounds? I'm not leaving you this way. What kind of a fan would | be if | 
did? Let's take your mind off things a little," she said with a light smile, stretching her small hand out for him 
to take. He looked at her, then at her hand, then at the ground and hesitated for a bit. Suddenly, he grabbed 
the young girl's hand and sharply rose to his feet, dragging her somewhere with him. This caught the girl by 


surprise and she almost stumbled. 


"Whoa, take it easy Mr. Larsson, that's not how walks work," she stated as she struggled to keep up with his 


pace. 


"We're not really going for a walk," he explained and that's when Annika got confused. "And stop calling me that 
- Christian is easier." Eventually, she was dragged to a car and he opened the passenger seat for her to get in 


"Come on," Christian tilted his head towards the car as a sign for the girl to get in. 
"Where are we going?" She was still confused and dumbfounded. 


"To have some fun,” he shrugged as if it was something obvious. Annika gave him the benefit of the doubt and 
got in. He got in the driver's seat and something disturbing suddenly hit the girl. 


"Wait, you drank, | don't think that's a good idea" 


| drank, but I'm not drunk," he winked and started the car, “don't worry, | wouldn't be doing this if | feared | 


would endanger you." 


The two drove in silence, Christian probably being consumed by his disappointment and Annika by wondering 
where they're going, but most importantly by the thought "I'm sitting next to Christian fucking Larsson in his 


fucking car". She wasn't really one to fangirl, but anyone would have had a fanboy/fangirl moment in her place. 


After not long, Christian pulled up by a tall building, which looked like a hotel. He turned off the engine and 
Annika reached to open the door, but he stopped her. 


"Wait!" he ordered and she froze in confusion. He got off and went around the car to open the door for the 
lady. 


"Thank you, but that wasn't necessary," the young girl giggled awkwardly as she got off the car. She hoped she 


hadn't blushed as she couldn't remember the last time someone had opened the door for her. 
"Where are we anyway?" Annika finally asked as she looked around. 


"That's where I'm staying for the night," he paused for a second as he walked backwards into the hotel, "and 
that's where you are staying for the night," he lift his eyebrows at her and turned around. Now she was even 
more confused. It was the late morning hours and there was no living soul around, except for them two. Annika 
was walking down the dim lit corridor beside Christian when she suddenly got pressed against the wall. 


"Mr. Lar." She tried to exclaimate in surprise, but was cut off by his lips crushing against hers. The two 
kissed for a few seconds before Christian pulled away and Annika looked at him with surprise and she was so 


confused, that question marks would spontaneously form on her face if they could. 


"Christian?" She asked in wait for an answer, as if it wasn't already obvious by her expression that she needed 


answers. A lot of them. He just kept looking at her, breathing a little heavily from the kiss, he then looked 


down and up at her eyes again before he pulled away and proceeded walking down the corridor. The confused 
girl still kept following him, despite all the questions in her head. 


The two of them got to the room after what seemed like an eternity. Christian unlocked the door and gestured 
for the girl to get in first. 


"Thank you," Annika muttered confusedly as she slowly walked in. She heard Christian lock the door behind her 


and next thing she knew, his hands were on her waist and his lips were nibbling at her neck. 


"Christian," she exhaled raggedly as she buried a hand in his hair. He held her head up by the neck with one 
hand and slipped a finger in her mouth while his other arm was holding her around the waist. He kept kissing 
her neck hungrily, giving it a gentle bite here and there. Next thing she knew, he spun her around and pressed 
her tightly to his body and before she could realize what had just happened, his tongue was back deep in her 
mouth. His hand was buried in her long hair, gripping a good handful of it and making it a mess out of passion 
His other hand was already crawling under her brand new T-shirt and he felt as though he could rip it in 
pieces in order to get it out of his way as soon as possible. The young girl held on to his shoulder for balance 
with one hand, while she caressed his face with the other. After feeling around her naked skin from beneath 
the T-shirt, Christian couldn't stand it any longer and his hands grabbed its hem, sharply pulling it over the 
girl's head and throwing it wherever. He'd had enough of clothes getting in his way, so he focused on getting 
rid of them all. He unbuttoned the girl's tight jeans and dragged them down her legs, as he made sure to touch 
as much of her skin as possible while doing so. As he knelt before her, he brushed his lips against her inner 
thighs, making her shiver with anticipation, sending thrills through her whole body. He looked up at her eyes, 
wanting to see her almost squirm with desire. The girl was breathing unevenly and his expert fingers crawling 
under the elastics of her thong didn't make it any better. Christian slowly pulled the thong down as he kept 
looking in her eyes. She seemed as if she would melt under his touch any moment now. He stuck out his tongue 


and licked her inner thighs all the way up to her labia, which set her off like a lit match in gasoline. 


‘Oh my god!" her moan was so loud that it was a muffled scream of pleasure. Christian smirked and gave her 
ass a smack, making her bite her lip as she looked down on him. She couldn't take the tension anymore, so if 
she wanted to get what she was burning for, she had to act, unless she wanted him to keep teasing her, while 
he seemed to want it just as bad. Annika gestured him to stand up with her index finger and Christian smirked 
as he obeyed. She didn't waste any time in taking his shirt off. It was on the ground before he knew it and she 
was gently running her teeth along his collarbones and nipples, moving down to his stomach, until she dropped 
on her knees and worked on unbuttoning his jeans. She didn't move her eyes away from his throughout the 
whole time as she yanked his jeans down and palmed him through his boxers, earning herself a moan from him. 
His jeans were followed by his boxers as she freed his erection and immediately took it in her mouth. Christian 
moaned out so loud at this sudden movement from hers that he could have woken up the people in the 
neigbouring rooms. Annika wasted no time in teasing him. She moved her hot mouth back and forth his hard 


member as fast as she could, driving him insane. 


"Fuck, if you don't stop now | might cum way too fucking soon," Christian hissed through his teeth and held her 
head back by gripping a handful of her hair. "Stick your tongue out," he ordered, licking his lips and the girl did 
as told. He rubbed the head of his member on her wet tongue, pushed it slowly all the way inside her mouth 


and pulled it out. 


He quickly but gently gripped her arm, pulling her back up on her feet. He took her arms and wrapped them 
around his own neck before he picked her up by her butt cheeks, making her wrap her legs around his waist 
and gently set her on the table, opening her legs. His right hand slithered between their bodies and his fingers 
found her already dripping wet entrance as his lips stuck onto hers again He slowly slid his middle finger inside 
her, moving it in and out, making her interrupt the kiss as he lips froze in the shape of an "o" and she looked 


down to his hand. 

"Another." she hissed as she bit her lip. 

"Another what?" Christian teased as he kissed her neck. 
"Another finger." she growled. 

"And the magical words?" Christian kept teasing. 


"Please, Christian!" she almost shouted as she had lost all patience. Christian snickered as he added his index 
finger along with the middle one, which made her open her legs even more beyond her will. He increased the 


pace a little and her hips started moving to meet his movements. 
"Fuck, Christian, | need it so bad," Annika almost cried out of unbearable need. 
"Need what, darling?" Christian whispered seductively as he started moving his fingers in and out even faster. 


"| need you inside me..now!" her begs almost sounded like cries, that's how bad Christian had driven her into 
wanting it. The man snickered as he pulled out his fingers slowly and put them in his mouth, tasting all of the 
juices soaked in them. He then proceeded to taking his member in his hand and slowly directing it inside the girl. 
They both moaned at the same time when he got it all in and it was like a moan of relief, as if they were 
taking a breath for the first time in a long time. Christian picked up the pace to a medium one, but the girl 
arched her back and hissed. 


"Slowly, Chrille, slowly," she begged and Christian slowed down. She wanted to feel him nice and deep at that 
pace, stretching her walls, filling her all up. He kept his pace steady, but his tongue couldn't as he had it back 
in her mouth, kissing her hungrily as if his life depended on it. They both kept moaning softly into the kiss as 
they sunk deeper and deeper into feeling each other melt into one. Christian started gradually pounding her just 
as slow, but deeper and harder with each thrust. She hissed, trying to get accustomed to the shifting feeling 
and Christian hissed as he felt himself climbing closer to his climax. 


"Oh, fuck, Annika," Christian groaned out loud. He clenched his teeth and grabbed her by her butt cheeks, 
picking her up and gently laying her down on the bed without pulling out of her. The moment she was laid down, 
he started pounding inside her like crazy, fast and hard. The yourg girl's back was arching as she squirmed in 
pleasure and Christian seemed as though he was possessed. He hovered over her, his eyes were tightly shut 


and his teeth were clenched. 
"Fuck, | wanna cum so bad," the musician hissed as every muscle in his body tensed up. 


"Cum for me, Christian,” Annika whispered seductively, making him open his eyes. When he looked down on her, 
she was biting her lip and cupping her breasts, hes eyes veiled with lust. She looked like lust itself with her 
puffy lips and her messy hair spread all over the bed. She licked her lips and gripped Christian's fine ass as he 
was concentrated on reaching his orgasm. He buried his face in her neck and pounded away as if there's no 
tomorrow. Suddenly, he reached between their bodies and pulled his member out, starting to stroke it and 
pointing it towards the young girl's belly. A loud, raspy moan and the feeling of warm liquid dripping down her 
belly let Annika know Christian had climaxed. He lied down beside her, breathing heavily as if after an intense 


work out, running his hand wearily over her inner thigh. 
"How was it?" the girl giggled as she ran her hand through his hair. 


"You..can't..imagine.." Christian hardly muttered inbetween deep breaths as he opened his eyes to look at her. 
Its your turn now. Are you close?" He asked, still breathing heavily. 


"Mhm," the girl bit her lip naughtily as she looked in his eyes. 


"Let's get the lady cleaned up and taken care of, then," the man smirked as Annika reached down and coated 
her fingers with the sperm on her belly, gathering it all up and then shoving the fingers in her mouth, not 


moving her eyes away from his. 


"Mmm," she moaned at the taste and Christian definitely seemed impressed. He knelt between her wide-open 
legs and slowly pushed two fingers of his right hand inside her, while his left thumb made circles around her 
sensitive clit. 


"Oh my god," the girl squealed at the combination of feelings that flooded her all at once. Christian kept looking 
up in her eyes, then down to her wet entrance and back again to her eyes with some kind of wicked flame 


burning in his own eyes. Annika could swear she could cum just by looking at him. 


“Christian.:faster.'m gonna cum," she hissed as she arched her back, pushing her hips towards his hands. 
Christian obeyed and immediately picked up his pace significantly. His fingers were moving in and out 
mercilessly and his thumb was stimulating her clit fast but gently. She suddenly froze, her mouth forming the 
shape of an "o" and only her hips rising and falling rapidly. Suddenly, a loud moan escaped her lips as she 
arched her back as much as she could and then it deflated back down. 


"Christian." she whispered with the last of strength she had left and let her muscles rest. She laughed silently 
as she realized what had just happened. 


"What's so funny?" Christian laughed along, not knowing what she's laughing at. 


"Nothing," she teased as she kept laughing lightly at the thought that she had just had sex with this particular 
man. Who would have thought! 


Annika woke up before Christian, only centimeters away from his face and almost got startled. "Oh yeah, | 
almost forgot - | had sex with fucking Christian Larsson last night," she reminded herself in her head. He was 
sleeping calmly and he looked like an angel in his sleep. Well, not only in his sleep, but he definitely wasn't one, 
even though he had been more than kind to the girl. Except maybe for the part where he fucked her like an 
animal, *cough*, scratch that. How she ended up having this happen to her, she had no idea, but she hoped it 
helped him forget about his disappointment at least for a while. The girl kept looking at him, examining every 
little detail about him, until he suddenly woke up. She found herself feeling a little awkward, wondering what he 
might think, but there was no running away now. He rubbed his eyes and stretched his significantly long arms 
and he looked at her sleepily. 


"Some people might consider this creepy, you know," Christian joked and that gave the girl hopes that he was 
back to his old self. He seemed like a person who loves joking around, despite what the dark direction of his 
music might suggest. 

‘lm sorry, you're just." she stuttered and he cut her off. 

"Sexy, perfect?" He joked, raising his eyebrows overdramatically. 

| was going to say handsome, but that works too," she laughed. 

"Well, same things apply for you, which should be quite obvious, given the situation," Christian stated, implying 
the girl's naked body, which embarrassed her a little, even though they had already done the deed and he had 
seen everything, yet it made her cover herself up. "No, don't cover up, | prefer you that way," he smirked. 


"Cocky," she crossed her arms and raised an eyebrow. 


"As much as I'd love to fuck around with you in bed all day long, we really have to get back to the festival 
grounds. I've got to get my gear packed" 


"And I've got travelling to do, because work," Annika shrugged disappointedly. Christian was already working on 
getting dressed, but apparently he didn't like the news because he paused the process. 


| thought you were going to stay for a little longer," he said and the disappointment could be heard in his 


Voice. 


"l am, I've got to come to the festival grounds because my purse is with a friend of mine, but | can't stay Too 


long." 


"Well, it's still something, you can come and see what happens back stage." 


"I'd love to, even though | think | already saw what happens..back stage," she smirked and the implication made 
Christian laugh. 


Back at the festival grounds, Annika couldn't believe the past day had actually happened - all the experiences 
and the feelings they stirred inside of her. And as if everything else wasn't enough, she was now watching 
Christian fucking Larsson putting his gear away, shirtless..And to think she had, quite said, spent the night in 
the bed beside him, it was more than insane. She was sitting aside, just admiring him and drinking a cold beer. 
He was no longer that boy who played in Apati, neither was he that a little more grown up boy that played 
bass in Shining. He had turned his back on this boy already - he was a handsome grown man, but in his eyes, 


the wild flame of this boy was still lurking here and there. 


As Annika had submurged into this storm of thoughts, an unpleasant one suddenly hit her. "What's the fucking 
time?" She jumped as though she had burnt herself. She was going to get late for the bus and was going to 
get into a shit storm of trouble. She ran straight to Christian There was no way she could leave without 
saying goodbye. 


“Christian, l'm gonna get late for the bus, | really have to fly," the girl shook her head with disappointment, her 
eyes heavy with regret. 


"Whoa, I'll drop you off to the station, take a breather," Christian smiled. 
"No, no, no, you've got other stuff to do." 


"That ‘other stuff can wait. Come on, let's jump in," he put his hand on her waist and walked her to the car, 


opening the door for her again 


When they got to the station, Annika didn't know how she could find the strength to get out of the car. The 
last 24 hours had been insane and she'd sell her soul to have them repeating over and over again and she 


would never get tired of it. She turned to face Christian and forced a tortured smile. 
"Hey, we'll keep in touch, right?" Christian raised his eyebrows and she couldn't help but smile. 


"We will," the girl nodded and turned to head out of the car, but Christian caught her by the arm, preventing 


her. 

"Aren't you forgetting something?" He furrowed his eyebrows at her, earning a completely puzzled look from 
her. "Oh well, I'll remind you then," the man shrugged and leaned over to gift her a long, passionate kiss. The 
girl let out an involuntary moan, which made Christian smirk into the kiss. "Okay, let's end it here before you 
get all worked up," he joked and pecked her lips one last time. She laughed. 


"Goodbye, Christian," she finally said, as much as she didn't want to, as she took a last look in his eyes. 


"Goodbye, Annika," he gave her a warm smile and put his sunglasses on as she closed the door. 


Already in the bus, Annika had leaned her head against the window as the vehicle travelled through endless 
corn fields. What was inside her head definitely seemed like an endless corn field maze. Had all of this really 
happened? Could and would something happen out of it? She didn't know. But on the back of all the thoughts 
running through her head, as if it was the title of a movie spelled out with huge letters, lurked one specific 
thought put in a sentence, that made her laugh to herself like an insane person. That sentence kept repeating 
itself and it said "I fucked Christian fucking Larsson’. 


